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The sound of crisp, clear voices 
soaring above the more sombre tones 
of the organ. Female voices chanting 
in joyful unison as they had no doubt 
done in these ancient stone walls over 
hundreds of years. Father James 
smiled at his visitor. 

“They will be at practice for 
another 30 minutes. The human voice 
is a truly marvellous instrument, is it 
not, Mr Whitford? And I always think 
especially the female voice. Yes: the 
sound of angels. When trained, of 
course, to bring it into its full 
flowering. Brother Oswald does an 
outstanding job with them. But it is a 
labour of love; he is a wonderfully 
dedicated man.” 

The visitor, Anthony Whitford. 
murmured assent. The soaring voices 

How many would 


ughter house of the Order. One of 
their number his own ni Alison, 
whom he had come to visit today. 
4 


THE ORDER 
OF SAIN 
ETHELBURGA 


Was it his imagination or could he 
make out Alison's clear soprano as the 


probably imagination 
although Alison did have a lovely 
voice even before coming here and 
getting the benefit of training from 
Brother Oswald, Master of Song and of 
Organ at St Ethelberga's. Alison was a 
Postulant, of only two weeks standing 
As such she had not yet made any vows 
to remain in the Order and would be 
free to leave at the end of her 
postulancy period. Or alternatively 
become a fully fledged Novitiate. 
Alison was just 18. 

Father James strolled on with his 
gu out into St Ethelberga’s 
splendid grounds. Beautifully keptand 
extensive they provided a haven of 
pe and tranguillity where the 
young women could in free periods 
walk and contemplate God's 
marvellous earthly works. Free 
periods, though, at St Ethelberga’s 
were relatively rare, for it is a fact that 
with young people - and especially 
young women - free time can lead not 
to beneficial contemplation but to 
idleness, and it is well known how the 
Devil loves idle minds. More 
frequently then a young nun seen 
walking in these splendid grounds 
would be accompanied by an 
instructor. Father James himself or 
Brother Oswald or one of the others. 

The grounds of the Priory were not 
only example of the wondrous 
beauties of Nature: splendid ancient 
trees, high banks of rhododendron and 
laurel. There were also here and there, 

vay from the main building, other, 
man-made structures: grottoes and 
temples in the classical manner. These 
pre-dated St Ethelberga's occupancy 
of the Priory and had in fact been 
erected in celebration of pagan deities; 
but now they were all part of St Ethel- 
berga's and were in use as retreats for 
private tuition and devotions. Cosy 
little havens. 

It was always for Father James an 
excellent joke that St Ethelberga's had 
these pagan temples and one he loved 
to share with a visitor, though now the 
Order had renamed them for more 
suitable notables. Our Temple of Apollo 
he announced to Mr Whitfield as they 
rounded a corner and came abruptly 
on what was now in fact known as St 
Magdalen's Retreat. A single-roomed 
stone building of simple classical style, 
its windows and entrance had 
originally been merely openings. Now 
the windows were glazed and the 
entrance had a stout oak door. Private 
instruction needed to be private 
without the possibility of sudden 
interruption in the middle of events. 
Such interruption would be not at all 
good for the young woman being 
instructed, nor indeed convenient for 
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the instructor. Hence the solid door 
and its solid (inside) bolt. Hence also 
drapes could be drawn across the 
windows. 

This classi retreat would be 

ant now, with all the young women 
at their choir practice. Father James 
took his bunch of keys from his 

sock. The garden retreats were kept 
locked when not in use. Then he 
recalled that he had lent his key to 
Brother Gregory. He smiled. 

<A slight hitch. But no matter: I 
will show you another. Ha-ha! 
thing e more scandalous. We have, 
you know, a Temple of Venus!” 

The Temple of Venu now 
officially St Martha's Retreat, was 
further on, in a wooded slope where its 
stone walls had been built into the 
actual hillside. Again a classical 
acade, with a locked door. Father 
James" key-ring this time had the 
correct key. The heavy door opened 
smoothly on oiled hinges: a door 
evidently in regular use. The monk 
switched on an electric light - a device 
no doubt not contemplated by the 
original builders. A snug small room 
which quite belied it: ternal appear- 
ance. A sofa, an armchair, a low central 
table. To one side a desk with chair. 
The floor softly carpeted and with 
h drapes at the windows. 

very cosy little sitting room, 
perfectly neat and tidy. For order and 
tidyness were undoubted virtues and it 
one of the tasks of the Novitiate 
nuns to check and tidy the retreats 
twice each day. Yesall in perfect order, 
“ather James's quick eye told him 
he had a cursory glance round. 
Except... 

A second, more intent look. Then 
he darted sharply forward. To sweep 
up a softly crumpled white or near- 
white item from the end of the sofa, 
Anthony Whiford’s eye followed as 
this item, the crumpled cloth, was 
deftly transferred from the sofa to 
some inner recess of Father James's 
robes. The priest smiling, perhaps in 
slight embarrassment. The flimsy 
item, in those few seconds, had looked 
almost like an item of clothing, a 
female undergarment. A pair of 
nickers in fact. 

Father James was now drawing 
attention to the bookcase. Mr 

itford glanced at the 


forgotten as he took out a book. Father 
James turned, humming to himse 
Over to the window. With his back to 
his guest he slipped from his pocket 
what had been so carelessly left. 
Careless because everyone kne 

was a visitor thi: rnoon. He ti 

it in his hands, out of curiousity 
looking for the waistband - and the 
name that would be on its inner side. 
He looked...Then a choking cough. It 
was a remarkable coincidence. Almost 


perhaps a celestial joke. By the 
Goddess Venus nerhaps? The name 
neatly handwritten on the knickers 
was: Alison. 

Not much later, back at the chapel 
in the main building, choir practice 
finished and the nuns filed out. Two by 
two, all eyes discreetly downcast, not 
looking at Father James and his visitor 
as the two men stood watching though 
no doubt with peripheral vision every 
young woman aware of their presence. 
White ankle-length habits and rather 
unusual shaped soft hats, these latter 
said to be based on the headgear worn 
by their Patron Saint St Ethelberga 
when she suffered one of her more 
devastating ritual scourgings. 

All were in the same cassocks and 
hats but there were different coloured 
rope belts. Blue and pink and red. As 
visitors usually did, Mr Whitford 
remarked on the belts. His own niece, 
he saw, wore pink. Did they indicate 
different hierachical stages? 

Father James smiled. Being a godly 
man he did not like to lie and in any 
case what Mr Whitford said was in a 
way correct. “That sort of thing,” he 
answered. Pink through red to blue. Of 
course at the very beginning a fresh 
neophyte wore white. Signifying that 
she was virgin in all respects. Virgin to 
all forms of instruction. But such 
details were naturally not to be 
discussed with a visitor. Such matters 
were privy to members of the Order of 
St Ethelberga only; to its monks and its 
young women. 

Father James called Alison out as 
the double line of nuns went meekly 
by. She stopped, and came over. A 
darting glance of recognition for her 
Uncle Anthony, then eyes down again. 


In her two weeks Alison Whitford had 
received the basic instructions, as 
signified by her pink belt. She knew 
now humility and also some other 
things. She was a very pretty girl, soft 
and innocent features with blonde 
curls beneath the odd but rather 
flattering hat. A tall girl and under that 
enveloping robe a shapely one 
Anthony Whitford had seen her with a 
fashionable tight skirt over her ripish 
bottom, also indeed in a revealing 
bikini. But that was before she had 
decided to come to St Ethelberga's. 
For a period at least, perhaps then 
permanently? 

Mr Whitford could have a short 
period in private with his niece and 
Father James led them to one of the 
reception rooms. A short period only 
because too much contact with the 
outside world could undo all the work 
that had been done with her. She wasa 
very pretty girl and naturally Father 
James hoped she would decide - or 
could be persuaded - to stay with 
them. He wondered again about what 
he had found in St Martha’s Retreat; 
what indeed was still secreted in his 


cassock. Did the girl perhaps not now 
have any...? 

It was probably Brother Oswald, a 
before-practice session with her. 


Brother Oswald, he had noticed, was 
very keen on instructing the new 
Postulant. As indeed were Brother 
Gregory and Brother Bernard. She was 
a very lovely girl. Father James 
himself... 

Anthony Whitford was not the 
only one who knew how shapely 
Alison was beneath that enveloping 
white habit. 


He collected her 20 minutes later. 
A polite farewell to the visitor with the 
equally polite hope expressed that 
they might see him again soon. But it 
could not be very soon and both 
Alison and Anthony Whitford knew 
this. Girls must not have frequent 
distraction from their tuition and 
devotions. Mr Whitford drove off. 
Alison was left alone with Father 
James. He smiled at her. She was such 
a lovely girl and at that marvellous age, 
just blooming into womanhood. They 
had been fortunate to get her. 


His arm slipped round the slim 
waist. Alison shivered. Seeing Uncle 
Anthony had had an unsettling effect 
Her first contact with the outside in 
her two weeks here. Two weeks of 
necessarily traumatic introducti > 19 
the ways of St Ethelberga. Two w 
of Brother Oswald, Brother Gregory, 


Brother Bernard and Brother Simon. 
Not to mention Father James himself. 
She shivered as his hand slid down 
onto the swell of her buttocks. 

“Am I correct in believing you are 
at present without an undergarment, 
my child?” 

Her knickers. Which Brother 
Oswald had taken off in St Martha’s 
although there had not really been 
time before choir practice or at least 
there hadn't been time because he had 
gone on 101 100 lung. So that when the 
bell sounded there had been an 
unseemly rush and Alison had been 
bundled out with her brief white 
kruckers still lying on the sola. She had 
realised almost at once but there was 
nothing to be done. It was of course a 
sin for a girl to be in chapel without 
knickers. It was certainly also a sin for 
her to sit for 20 minutes with her male 
visitor without knickers. 

Father James" hand as he stood 
with her in the reception room was 
indulgently exploring the ripe curves 
of Alison's bottom through the single 
layer of fine white wool, It was quite 
clear that there were not knickers, that 
she was nude underneath. Alison 
breathed a nervous “Yes Father 
James” in answer to his question. 

The hand continued to rove - and 
indeed grope. “I...was doing a 
devotion...with Brother Oswald. 
Just...before...choir practice...” 

The hand left her rear and came 


round to her flank. Where there was a 
convenient placket in the skirt of the 
cassock, an opening fastened with 
Practised fingers 
unfastened the closure. Father James" 
hand entered, to find soft warm flesh. 
Yes, there were certainly no knickers. 
There was the side strap of the 
suspender belt fastening her stockings 
but otherwise only warm nude flesh. 
The hand slid round to the ripeness of 
her bottom again, but this time on the 
re. Alison stood still, legs slightly 
apart as she had been taught, while her 
breathing quickened. A girl’s bod: 


sinful thing and at St Ethelberga 
was not her own to do with as she 
chose. A girl stood with her legs parted 
in the presence of an instructor 
because she must have no false 
modesty or ideas of privacy about what 


was not hers but St Ethelberga’s. 
“You have as you know committed 
a sin, my child.” Father James’ voice 
quiet and gentle, not berating her, 
merely stating the fact. But it was 
equally a fact, Alison knew, that she 
would be made to do another devotion 
to expiate that sin. Maybe a series of 
devotions. Her breathing coming 
faster now as Father James’ hand slid 
down from the cheeks of her bottom 
and into the arch of her thighs. To her 
most sinful place. Where the touch of 
skilful fingers could make any nun 
respond sinfully: those who had been 
with St Ethelberga for some years but 
perhaps even more a young and 
inexperienced Postulant. Make her 
produce that sinful twitching and 
shuddering. Make her produce the 


ul wetness 


Alison could of course plead that it 
had been Brother Oswald who had 
made her leave her knickers in St 
Martha’s. But to plead that in order to 
place the sin on Brother Oswald would 
be asin in itself. Sin was unfortunately 
everywhere and life at St Ethelberga’s 
could seem at times no more than one 
long succession of devotions 
expiate these sins. The joyful singing 
in choir was alw a release. And 
today there had been thi c 
Uncle Anthony: though this had been 
biiier-sweci ai besi with its sharp 
reminder of the outside world Alison 
had left. But now 

it her li nd tried to quell 
the urgings of her hips. Father James” 
voice soft in her ear. “St Martha's, 
Alison. I think we must pay a return 
isit to that sainted Lady.” 


Caroline was a minor sensation in 
her neighbourhood, the sort of girl 
who drew glances from boys and 
grown men alike, and who had 
become a little too used to it for her 
own good. Naturally blonde, with 
bright blue eyes, long slender legs 
and, regrettably, a most devious 
mind. 

Three coach-loads of young 
campers negotiated the narrow 
entrance to the camp-site, setting offin 
the direction of the beach. Out of the 
total summer camp population of over 
one hundred, just five remained. Forat 
least one of that number, the next few 
hours would provide a salutory 
experience. 

For the first time for many years, 
eighteen year old Caroline Morton 
felt really worried. Her mother had 
been livid when she found out, and Mr 
Forbes, the Quartermaster, really 
frightened her. How she wished she 
could turn back the clock and start the 
week's summer camp anew! 

Caroline closed her eyes as the tail- 
lights of the final coach disappeared 
out of sight. It was all too embarrassing 
for words, an intelligent grown-up 
teenager being treated like this, and 
having to wear a childish uniform 
borrowed from a fourteen year old 
boy. At least her friends at home were 
unable to see her predicament. 

Young Caroline was a minor 
sensation in her neighbourhood, the 
sort of girl who drew admiring 
glances from men and boys alike. 
Naturally blonde with bright blue 
eyes, long slender legs and 
unfortunately, a most devious mind. 
It was this latter which would get her 
into trouble. 

Her mother was working at the 
summer camp as Medical Officer and 
Caroline had tagged along for the 
break and for the opportunity to tempt 
the local male population of this small 
seaside town. There was very little to 
interest her on camp — only a 
few helpers of her own age and a 
dozen or so middle-aged youth ieaders 
- so Caroline occupied most of her 
time - and that included not a few 
night hours - in the town with the local 
lads. 

Caroline’s idea had worked well for 
the firsi two davs. First she enticed a 
couple of helpers from the car p to 
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smuggle several boxes of goods from 
the Stores Tent under cover of dark- 
ness; and then she was able to sell 
those goods to her new-found friends 
in the town. Unfortunately, the 
scheme had become a little too 
obvious, and on Tuesday night, the 
trap had been sprung. The Quarter- 
master had remained, hidden in the 
Stores Tent, in wait. He had followed 
the two young miscreants, and shortly 
afterwards had cornered them, and the 
stolen goods, and Miss Caroline 
Morton, as they say in most detective 
yarns, red-handed. 

Caroline had not slept well. She 
awoke to find her mother standing at 
the open tent-flap. She had calmed 
down somewhat, since the angry 
exchanges of the previous night. As 
the teenager peered through bleary 
eyes, she saw her mother holding out a 
pair of boys shorts. “You’re to put 
these on, young lady, and this tee- 
shirt. Mr Forbes is going to deal with 
you.” 

She had refused to come to break- 
fast. Her mother only smiled. “Ten 
o'clock, young lady, outside the 
Quartermaster's tent." Caroline was 
beginning to feel very uneasy. 

Mr Forbes and Mrs Morton stood 
together, just outside the Quarter- 
master's Tent, In front of them, all in 
the uniform of blue short-sleeved tee- 
shirt and shorts stood Mandy, Susan 
and, feeling very awkward and 
uneasy, the nervous Caroline. 

“Please stand over there, Miss 
Morton, next to your mother, while I 
deal with these two thieves." Mr 
Forbes almost smiled as he spoke to 
Caroline, and for just a moment she 
felt reprieved. She found herself 
standing to attention beside her 
mother as she watched the man deal 
with the two miscreants standing 
before him. 


Mandy was the first to be 
punished. Forbes sat down on a 
convenient plant pot and put the girl 
across his knee. Caroline watched as 
Mandy's tee-shirt was folded back 
and her shorts taken down. 


placing a firm hand across the pale 
pink bottom now on display. The girl 
managed to nod and turned her head 
to glance angrily at Caroline. Then 
the man's large hand slapped 
Mandy's chubby bøttom, first across 
the right cheek and then across the 
left. Twelve firm but fair slaps. 


”Now stand over there, next to Miss 
Morton,” Forbes told the sniffing 
girl, “and put your hands on your 
head.” 

It was Susan’s turn next. Her white 
knickers beneath the statutory shorts 
offered no protection. Both were taken 
down to her ankles and by the light of 
the rising August sun, the girl’s bottom 
was soundly tanned. Caroline saw the 
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girls bottom cheeks turn from pink to 
a deeper red, and she was blushing 
furiously by the time Susan was set 
back on her feet. 

The two punished girls, still 
offering the occasional sniff, were 
placed under Mrs Morton's wing. 
"Get in the car please, we'll join the 
others down on the beach.“ She 
turned to her daughter, and then to 
Mr Forbes. ‘Don’t you let her get 
away with anything' she told him. 
The man again gave his unnerving 
smile. ‘ 


The car turned out of the field and 
followed the route of the coaches 
along the country lanes. Silence 
returned to the camp-site. Caroline 
felt alone and very frightened. 

Forbes returned to his bale of hay 
and sat down, “Now Caroline,” he said, 
“I want you to listen very carefully to 
what I have to say.” 

Poor Caroline just wanted to run 
away, night away trom this camp-site 
all the way home, to her neighbour. 
hood and her friends, and yet, in the 
presence of this man, she recognised 
an authority which she knew she had 
to obey. “Your mother is quite 
naturally shocked and disgusted by 
your conduct, Caroline, and as you 
know, she has asked me to deal with 
you. Those other two whom you 
enuced have botn teceived their 
punishment, and as far as they are 
concerned, the matter is finished and 
forgotten. I’m sure they'll have a very 
pleasant day with the rest of the party. 
But now we have to deal with you, and 
you're going to be treated just like 
your accomplices were.” 

Caroline raised an arm to brush her 
hair away from her face. Forbes 
reacted immediately. “I didn’t tell you 
to move, young lady? You're in camp 
uniform, and that means you're on 
parade. Now stand still, feet together, 
and with your hands on your head.” 
The teenager stiffened herself in 
response to the firm command. As she 
raised her arms, the hem of her tee- 
shirt, several sizes too small for her, 
pulled out of the waistband of the tiny 
shorts exposing a band of pink female 
flesh just above her hips. The shorts, 
borrowed from one of the boys 
in the party titted tightly around the 
curves of her bottom. 


Mr Forbes kept her standing in that 
position for about 20 minutes. To 
Caroline, it seemed like hours. Light 
grey clouds had crossed the sky to 
obscure the sun, and her long bare legs 
were beginning to feel chilled. Forbes 
had walked across to the lower part of 
the camp-site just below her line of 
vision. He returned and sat down once 
again. 

“Come here.” Nervously, she 
tripped forward, and found herself face 
down across the man’s knees, her long 
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blonde hair falling freely, and gently 
brushing the grass. That ridiculous 
tee-shirt had ridden even further up 
her back, and she felt the man’s firm 
hands, one across the small of her 
back, and one gently cupping her bare 
thigh just below the hem of her shorts. 
“Young Susan had her bottom 
smacked, and now iťs your turn, 
Caroline." She closed her eyes and 
remembered how the man had taken 
Susan's shorts right down. “Please 
God, don't let him take them down” 
she prayed silently, To her surprise, 
her prayers were answered. Her shorts 
remained snuggly in place, as Forbes 
gave her the first slap. 

He smacked her hard and 
comprehensively, until every curvy 
inch of her bottom was stinging. 
Occasionally his palm would land 
crisply across the bare thigh below the 
protection of the shorts. She felt her 
bottom bouncing up and down to the 
awful rhythm of his slaps, and she 
heard herself crying out for him to 
stop. 

“Stand up please, Caroline, and put 
your hands back on your head.” He 
still spoke clamly, while she felt out of 
breath. her face flushed. her bottom- 
eks burning. She was almosi 
thankful for the rain which began to 
patter against the canvas of the tents. 
She felt its cool wetness against her 
blushing skin. “Walk across to the 
barn, Caroline, and keep your hands 
on your head.” She walked ahead of 
him, ever mindful of the gyrations of 
her bottom encased in those dreadful 
shorts. She felt his presence close 
behind her. 

“There is the small matter of the 
goods that were stolen last night, 
Caroline, which fortunately you didn’t 
have time to dispose of.” Caroline bit 
her lip. She had quite forgotten about 
the proceeds of last night’s raid. “I 
don’t know where you've put them, 
Caroline. We've already searched your 
tent; but we want them back, and 1 
want you now to go and collect it all 
together for me.” The teenager turned 
to move. “Oh, just a minute, young 
ladv. That's the only spare tee-shirt we 
have at the moment, so Pd prefer not 
to get it wet. Would you take it off 
Picusc. Dne stared at nim and telt a 
nasty sinking feeling in her stomach. 
"But...but L..”. “Yes, I know you 
haven't anything on underneath, 
young lady. Thať s very obvious for all 
to see.” She blushed again. “But I have 
teenage daughters of my own, 
Caroline, and there's no-one else to 
see you anyway. Now take it off before 
I get really cross.” 

She was sure he could get very 
cross, and that thought frightened her. 
Not without difficulty, because of the 
tightness of the fit, she took the tee- 
shirt off over her head, her pretty 
breasts bobbing free as she sought to 
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disentangle her long blonde hair. 
Embarrassed, she turned to scamper 
off into the rain. “Go first to your tent, 
Caroline and tie your hair up. Other- 
wise it’ll be quite unmanageable in this 
rain.” She didn't stop to argue, but 
sprinted off across the field, her 
breasts bobbing, and firm young 
bottom wobbling in the rain. 

It took her almost half an hour to 
collect together the boxes of 
chocolates, biscuits and fizzy drinks, 
stolen from the Stores Tent on the 
previous night. She stacked them up in 
the corner of the barn and returned to 
Mr Forbes, soaked to the skin, and out 
of breath, She no longer felt 
embarrassed; just wet, and flushed and 
breathless. She remembered, just in 
time, to put her hands on her head. 

“Good girl” smiled Mr Forbes. He 
sounded so patronising, and she felt so 
belittled. She knew he was watching 
the enticing rise and fall of her bare 
pert breasts now glistening from the 
summer rain. He produced a iarge 
towel and tossed it to her. “Dry your- 
self off, young lady, while I check that 
this stock has not been damaged.” 

She dried her body and rubbed the 
rain from her hair. The thin nylon 
shorts were soaked, of course, but 
there was nothing she could do about 
that. She could see the man, kneeling 
on the concrete floor of the barn, 
checking the contents of the boxes. 
“Consider yourself very lucky, 
Caroline. I don’t think anything’s 
damaged, though of course you're 
going to have to pay for the stock you 
pilfered earlier this week.” 

He took the towel from her, sat 
down on a tree-stump chopping 
block and draped the towel over his 
lap. “Over my knee, young lady. His 
rough hairy arm brushed against her 
breasts as she was lifted into position 
face-down across his knees. She felt 
strangely warmed and comforted by 
the fleecy softness of the towel against 
her skin. She felt the man lean across 
her and was suddenly aware that he 
was removing her summer sandals and 
her wet little ankle socks. Outside, 
ironically, the rain had stopped, the 
clouds of summer had passed by, and 
the warming sun was again dominant 
in the sky. 

Caroline felt the palm of his hand 
stroking the length of her spine, from 
her neck to the small of her back. 
“You're feeling drier and warmer 
now?” She managed to nod. “It’s just 
these shorts that are cold and wet now, 
Caroline, but they're coming down 
now, anyway.” She shivered as she felt 
his fingers slip inside the waistband of 
the fabric. The tight wet nylon gripped 
her skin, as slowly he peeled it away, 
off her hips, first exposing the top of 
one wet round bottom-cheek and then 
the other; and then the shorts were 
loose, gathered in a thin wet band at 


20 


Saddle Sore 


As Jane stubbed out the cigarette 
carefully on a wooden post, she tucked 
the butt-end into her jacket pocket to 
hide the evidence. It was only then that 
she heard the slight rustle of another 
presence in the stall as feet disturbed 
the thick lining of straw. 

“You know the rules about 
smoking in the stables, Jane,” came a 
voice out of the gloom, “and the 
penalty for it.” Jane peered into the 
darkness, trying to identify the owner 
of the voice: “Who the helľs that?” 

The head lad stepped out of the 
shadows and moved down the row of 
stalls towards the girl: “And in my 
opinion, you would benefit 
considerably from a sound thrashing.” 

“A thrashing, Mr Greaves?” Jane's 
voice rose nervously as she realised 
she had been caught out at last. All 
those surreptitious gaspers she had 
snatched behind the barn, in the barn, 
in the tack room, in the stables them- 
selves, and she'd never been caught. In 
six months as a trainee stable girl, 
she'd worked hard and managed to 
stay out of trouble. Until now. 

Greaves had been waiting for an 
opportunity like this. The haughty tall 
youngster had irritated him from the 
start, thinking herself a cut above the 
other girls and lads who also worked at 
the stables. Now there would be a 
chance to bring her down a peg or two 
and enjoy her discomfort at the same 
time. 

Jane's mother had been keen that 
she should come to Red Lodge, as they 
treated their staff well and had a high 
reputation with the racing fraternity. 

Just out of school at 18, Jane was a 
bright girl who saw Ked Lodge as a 
stepping stone to greater things. 
Which might account for her 
apparently aloof attitude: an attitude 
which had already caused Greaves to 
mark her down for special attention. 
The problem, of course, was that 
Jane's work was faultless. Always 
perfectly turned out - as she was now, 
in spotless cream jodphurs and 
hacking jacket, the white blouse neatly 
pressed, the boots well-polished - she 
wasa source of inspiration to the other 
girls, and a source of attraction to the 
stable lads. 

Up to now, none of them had 
managed to get close to her, let alone 
take her out. Only young Derek had 
dared snatch a kiss, for which he’d 
been rewarded with a sharp slap across 
the face, an encounter he wasn’t about 
to forget. The incident had brought 
down the derision of his friends on 
him, in a gently mocking way, and 
Derek was always looking for ways in 
which he could get back at Jane. 
Telling old Greaves about “someone” 


smoking in the stables was a neat way 
of obtaining revenge. 

“You were smoking, Jane, I saw 
you,” Greaves went on, “show me the 
fag-end would you please?”. Jane’s 
hand went automatically for her jacket 
pocket and she pulled out the remains 
of the cigarette and held it out. He took 
it from her and smiled. “Well, well, so 
you’re not quite perfect, are you?” 

She said nothing, just staring at the 
evidence in his hand and wishing she 
were somewhere else. Anywhere else. 
But she was here. 

“TI have to report this, of course. 
Mr Boughton will not be pleased. 
Smoking he disapproves of. Smoking 
in the stables, where the fire hazard is 
considerable and you put at risk 
thousands of pounds worth of racing 
animals, he looks on very seriously 
indeed. I wouldn't be surprised if it was 
two visits to the study for you, my girl.” 
Greaves smiled. tapping the riding 
crop slowly against his boot. Derek, 
standing just round the corner ol the 
stables, smiled too. 

Jane knew about visits to the study. 
Other girls had told her about the 
beatings meted out there to stable lads 
and girls in equal measure. The strap 
and the cane were commonly used at 
Red Lodge, the owner believing in the 
effectiveness of corporal punishment 
as a deterrent. 

“Two visits, Mr Greaves?” she 
heard herself ask. 

“Uh-huh. Two doses of six of the 
best, I wouldn't be surprised. Bare 
arse, of course. To make sure you get 
the full benefit.” 

“Do you have to report me to Mr 
Boughton, Mr Greaves. I mean, it is 
my first offence, and everything...” 
Jane began. 

“No, I don’t have to report you. I 
might decide to deal with you myself, 
right here and now, as Mr Boughton’s 
away for three days.” 

Jane’s jaw dropped as she caught 
what he had said. The idea of a beating 
from this self-important little man was 
something she found even less 
appealing than being punished by Mr 
Boughton on his return. Outside, 
Derek’s grin widened as he realised 
what old Greaves was up to. 

All Jane’s brain could manage was 
a weak “Ooohh.” She shifted her feet 
awkwardly as Mr Greaves looked her 
up and down. 

She was a good-looking girl, tall, 
slim, with breasts a little heavy and 
bottom rather plump for her frame, a 
fact which could not go unnoticed in 
her skin-tight jodphurs. He decided to 
take a risk and exceed his authority 
with this attractive little minx: if old 


Boughton found out, there would be 
hell to pay. But even if there was a risk, 
it was one he would enjoy to the full. 

“Been up to the study before, have 
you Jane?” he asked, knowing full well 
she had never had cause to be called up 
to the house for punishment. 

“No, Mr Greaves.” 

“Know what happens up there to 
those who step out of line, do you?” 

“Well, they get their backsides 
tanned with a strap or the cane.” 

“Quite right. Ever get them at 
school, did you?” 

“No, Mr Greaves, they didn't use 
corporal punishment at my school.” 

“More's the pity, my girl, because 
you're about to get your first dose of it 
here. Get offto the tack room and wait 
for me there. Puta saddle on the trestle 
for me, would you.” 

Jane nodded and shuffled out of 
the stall and across the yard to the tack 
room on the far side of the stables. 
This was the moment she'd been 
dreading. And to get it off grubby 
Greaves instead of Mr Boughton, who 
at least wasn't common like the head 
lad. 

Derek sidled round the stable 
block and trotted on the grass round to 
the back of the tack room, where an 
open window afforded him a restricted 
view of the interior. He could see Jane 
placing a saddle on the trestle before 
looking round nervously at the 
approaching footsteps of Mr Greaves. 
Derek was glad his view wasn’t 
obsecured: pity he couldn't let the 
other lads know in time. They'd all get 
a kick out of snooty-boots getting it. 

Jane noticed with alarm that Mr 
Greaves had changed his own crop for 
a longer one of split and twisted cane 
with a silver handle, the wood plaited 
skilfully to make a particularly whippy 
crop, the fold of leather at the end 
making it seem spectacularly long. 

“You're not going to use that, Mr 
Greaves?" she asked in a high, nervous 
croak. 

He pretended not to have heard: 
“Get your jacket off, Jane, and stand by 
the trestle: this thrashing is long 
overdue." 

Jane shook her jacket off her 
shoulders and hung it carefully on a 
hook on the wall before crossing to the 
trestle as she had been told. The 
jodphurs emphasised the slimness of 
her legs and the swell of hips and 
buttocks above them. Greaves eyed up 
the target area appreciatively, as the 
muscles tensed and relaxed. 

“Let's have those jodphurs down 
now,” as the crop whistled through the 
air in a practice arc, causing Jane to 
flinch involuntarily. She fiddled at the 
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waistband for a moment, and the tight 
material was shortly being pushed 
down her thighs to rest at her knees. 

“Tuck that shirt up, girl" he 
ordered, and Jane rolled the shirt up 
high above her waist, revealing the 
snug-fitting white cotton knickers she 
always wore. Marks and Spencer 
would be providing no protection 
today, she thought. 

There was an awkward pause as the 
teenager stood there waiting for the 
order to bend over the saddle, Greaves 
toying with the idea of whipping her 
bare. Ah well, he thought, in for a 
penny. 

“Take your knickers down and 
bend over the trestle,” he ordered 
gruffly. 

There was not a moment’s hesita- 
tion and Jane's fingers hooked into the 
waist of her knickers and hitched them 
slowly, oh so slowly, down the full 
swell of both cheeks, past the crease 
between thigh and buttock, down the 
smooth curve of her legs to rest with 
her jodphurs at her knees. The girl was 
now entirely bare from midway down 
her back to her knees, the rounded 
protuberances softly tensing as she 
moved position to bend over, the light 
tan of sunbathing emphasising the 
target area where the bikini had 
preserved the pale cream flesh. 

“How many am I going to get, Mr 
Greaves?" Jane asked, looking over 
her shoulder. 

“Two more for asking,” he grunted, 
Jane bent without further delay and 
wriggled over the saddle until she was 
comfortably lying across it, her hands 
spread to grip the legs of the trestle, 
her legs straight behind her. 

“How old are you, Jane?” 

"Er, eighteen, Mr Greaves 

“And never been tanned eh? We'll 
have to make up for that omission, 
won’t we now?” Jane didn’t respond. 

Outside the window, Derek made 
furtive adjustments in his trousers as 
he manoeuvred himself into a slightly 
better position. Jane certainly had a 
terrific arse, full and well fleshed 
despite her bent position. 

“I said, won't we now, Jane?” 

She just wished he’d get it over 
with. The waiting was agonising, the 
embarrassment excruciating. She felt 
a light slap on her right cheek as 
Greaves tapped her with the palm of 
his hand. 

“You'll not be smoking in the 
stables again, will you, my girl, not 
after this little lesson?” 

“No, Mr Greaves.” There was the 
smallest tingle as he unfastened the 
buckle of his belt, and from her upside 
down position Jane could see him pull 
it through the loops and doubled it 
over. It disappeared from view and a 
moment later Jane experienced the 
blazing impact of leather on bare 
flesh. The crack of its arrival 
surprised even Greaves, who let it 


fall to his side while he waited for the 
red welt to grow on her bottom. 

He laid the leather across the 
cheeks again to measure the swing, 
brought it up and applied it harder still 
in a swooshing arc to extract a gasp of 
pain from the girl: “Owwwoooohhh!” 

Four more times the belt rose and 
fell, the exclamations from the bent 
figure rising in pitch with each stroke. 
There was a long pause, and Jane 
could see Mr Greaves feeding the 
object of her discomfort back through 
the loop: his trousers. She shifted 
position slightly, and took a new grip 
on the trestle. The sweat on her fore- 
head trickled into her eyes, and she 
shook her head, the droplets spinning 
off to each side. The short hair at the 
nape of her neck was damp with 
perspiration and clung to the skin. 

Derek's eyes bulged as his breath 
came faster: Jane was really catching it 
in there, and he was the only one to 
witness her beating: the others would 
be furious. 

“Is that it, Mr Greaves, may I get 
up?” asked Jane hesitantly, her 
buttocks tensing as she shifted slightly 
on the saddle, her legs parting as her 
boots scrabbled momentarily for a grip 
on the stone floor. The glimpse of 
those young secrets between her legs 
caused Greaves to walk over and stand 
beside her, running his hand over the 
welted flesh and slapping each cheek 
lightly. 

“No, Jane, there's six more to 
come. Plus the two extra for asking 
how many you were going to get.” No 
response, just a sigh from the girl. 
Greaves’ hand went between her 
thighs and roughly pulled them apart 
ar as the taut fabric of knickers and 
jodphurs round her knees would allow. 
He grasped her hips and hoisted her a 
little further over the saddle, his hands 
sliding up and lifting her blouse 
higher, higher, to her shoulder blades, 
until the twin globes tumbled free with 
a protesting: “Oh, Mr Greaves!” 

He walked to the other side of the 
trestle and Jane looked up at him, 
totally exposed now and anxious for 
the second part of her punishment to 
be over. Idly, Greaves stroked the bare 
breasts with the tip of the riding crop: 
“Eight more, Jane: ready for them, are 
you?” 

“Yes, Mr Greaves, just please get it 
over with.” 

He beat the girl’s bare cheeks 
slowly and hard, the crop raising rapid- 
ly purpling welts across both buttocks, 
the lines building as Jane’s yelps and 
little screams built in pitch and 
volume. Derek’s view was slightly 
obscured by Greaves shoulder, but he 
could see the damage inflicted on the 
teenager’s rear-end when Greaves 
swung the crop up for the next stroke. 
Greaves was thrashing the girl harder 
than she would ever have been 
punished by Mr Boughton. If he had 


walked in now, Boughton would have 
gone berserk and Greaves would be 
out of a job. Interesting thought, that. 

When there was a crunch of car 
tyres on gravel at the side of the stable 
block, Derek thought he must be - 
psychic. He clambered down from his 
vantage point: Greaves had paused 
after the fourth stroke to adjust Jane’s 
position to his satisfaction, in any case. 
Sidling round the block, Derek caught 
sight of Mr Boughton walking with two 
young ladies towards the paddock. 
One of them, a pretty little thing, 
turned and saw Derek. 

“There's someone there, Mr 
Boughton,” she poined, and Boughton 
swung round towards Derek: “Ah, 
Derek. Don’t look so surprised to see 
me: flew back early. Is Mr Greaves 
about this afternoon?” 

“Er, er, well, I've...” Derek 
mumbled, then as his brain got into 
gear: “He's in the tack room, sir." 

“Ah, thanks Derek: this way, girls.” 

Derek could just hear the subdued 
cries of poor Jane as Greaves started 
whipping her again, and a sudden roar 
of rage as Mr Boughton strode into the 
tack room to see his head-lad flogging 
one of his teenage employees without 
authority. 

Less than thirty seconds later, 
Boughton was escorting Greaves 
across the yard to his car, giving him 
the full benefit of his tongue: 

“And I think after this dreadful 
incident, Greaves, we won't be seeing 
one another again: you're fired. I want 
you out of that cottage by six o’clock 
tomorrow morning. Understood? And 
if that girl doesn’t sue for assault, 
you're a very lucky man. You swine.” 
(This from the man who routinely 
thrashed his stable girls and lads). 


Derek walked into the tack room to 
find the two strangers consoling a 
sobbing Jane, her jodphurs still round 
her knees, her knickers being eased 
over her throbbing backside by one of 
the other girls. 

“Oh Derek, that man is an evil 
sod,” Jane gasped. “He made me 
undress almost: I should have refused, 
but I was scared. And then he whipped 
me, bare backside and all.” 


“I don’t think we'll be seeing him 
again, Jane, so don’t worry. Are you 
going to be all right?” 

“Providing she. sleeps on her 
tummy, the worst of it should be over 
in a few days, but it’s going to be a 
bit uncomfortable,” a girl said. 
when we had that caning at college, 
didn't it Debs?*” agreed the other. 


Derek looked alarmed: “Caned?” 
he blurted. 

“Yeah, don’t tell me you've never 
had it,” the other girl sniggered. 

“We'll have to put that right, won't 
we Debs?” and they both roared with 
laughter, raising a smile even from 
Jane. 
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Naval Instruct Tic Ponsonby 
studied the latest communication 
from the Ministry for a second time. 
He was, to say the least, ratherirked by 
it. Were they going soft in the Youth 
Service Section at the Home Office? It 
certainly appeared so. 

As head of a Remedial Training 
Centre, he certainly didn't consider 
that a maximum of nine strokes of 
the cane in any day could be 
properly termed ‘remedial’. Admitted- 
ly, at the small Coastguard Station of 
which he was in charge, he was used to 
having a pretty free hand. Certainly a 
freer one than if he had been attached 
to one of the larger Naval Centres. 
Before now he“d given a girl Conscript 
24 strokes in a day and thought 
nothing of it. She, on the other hand, 
thought quite a lot of it, of course! His 
kind of Centre was meant to be tough. 
Girls sent there had been trying to 
buck the system...and an ordinary 
Training Centre was not 
considered sufficiently disciplined for 
them. They had to be brought upsharp 
so that, when, after seven days, they 
returned to their YTC, they would 
spread the word of what went on and 
so frighten the lives out of their 
companions. 

Eric was pleased to nole, however, 
that ifa girl received no strokes ofthe 
cane on any one day, the allocation of 
nine could be carried forward to the 
following day. Thus, on that day, she 
was liable to receive eighteen. That 
was more like it. Also, he suddenly 
realised, that no mention was made 
concerning manual spanking. There- 
fore he could assume there was still 
virtually no limit on that. Well, that 
was certainly something. 

The memorandum concerning 
security which arrived the same day, 
did not-disturb him. Eric ran what he 
termed “a very tight little ship’, even if 
he were land-based. No prying press 
man or Opposition M.P. would ever be 
able to penetrate into Glenvorran 
without his knowing. That task was 
made easy by the remoteness of the 
place since the Coastguard Station was 
situated north of Inverness. Eric 
liked such isolation; he was used to it. 
Many would have found it intolerable 
for any length of time. All the more 
surprising, then, that a Chief Assistant 
at the Ministry, by the name of Miss 
Carver, had warned that it was possible 
that, in the near future, the Permanent 
Deputy Under-Secretary himself 
might be paying a visit. It was a Hell of 
a long way from London and the 
comforts offered by the bright lights. 
Still, he supposed, these big-wigs felt it 
their duty, from time to time, to show 
an interest in the fringes of their 
domain. Not tat Eric was at du 
worried about such a high personage 
inspecting the place. In fact, he would 
be proud to show it off. 

Once a naval man, always a naval 
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man. Standards were maintained. 

The only thing that did give Eric 
pause for thought was the fact that he 
could only receive such a small 
number of Conscripts at any one time. 
No more than four, in fact. There 
simply wasn't the accommodation. 
Perhaps the man from the Ministry 
might decide that this was too small an 
establishment to be maintained. That 
would be most annoying for Eric, who 
had to admit he thoroughly enjoyed 
living in this bleak outpost with four 
nubile Conscripts completely under 
his authority. There was a kind of 
cosiness about it which one did not get 
at the larger Naval Centres. 

Eric glanced at his watch. All four 
girls would be engaged on their Navi- 
gation Examination for another hour 
yet. There was no need to monitor 
them. All knew that, all the time, their 
activities could be seen and heard ona 
TV screen. No cheating, therefore! he 
smiled. With modern aids, things in 
the 1990's were very different from 
what they once had been. There was 
time for a stroll along the barren cliff 
top before tea. After that, he noted in 
his diary, Conscript Cadet Carol 
Burgess had an appointment ‘aloft’. 
‘Aloft’ was, in fact, the attic of the 
Station and a place where he gave 
certain special Naval Instruction. Also 
where, quite frequently, a girl had to. 
report for discipline. Eric guessed that 
it was most likely that Carol Burgess 
would receive both. She was very weak 
on her Semaphore Signalling...and he 
had given her a stern warning to 
brighten up her ideas only a couple of 
days before. Would she though? She 
seemed to have more blonde hair than 
brains! 

Taking his stroll along the clifftop, 
Eric decided that he would ignore the 
Memorandum he had received that 
day and only action it when a new 
intake arrived. Carol, who was due to 
return to her YTC on the following 
day, would benefit from a good hiding. 
Certainly, Eric would not be averse to 
giving it to her! Nice and shapely was 
Conscript Cadet Burgess. 
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Through a wide chink in the panel- 
ling at one end of the attic, Eric 
watched the girl standing there awai- 
ting his arrival. She wore ‘Dress of 
the Day’ which every Conscript had to 
put on when she was summoned 
‘aloft’. This Eric had designed himself 
and, as with most uniforms in ‘the 
Centres, it was deliberately designed 
to humiliate. All part of the discipline, 
one might say. There.were no firm 
instructions laid down by,the Ministry 
as to uniforms in RTC’s but he knewa 
blind eye was turned to the sort of 
thing he had created. For, without 
saying so, officials were aware that 
humiliation was an integral part of 
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punishment. 

The uniform consisted of a knitted 
Navy Blue Beret and what could be 
described as the upper part of similarly 
coloured sleeveless sweater. If pulled 
down hard, this sweater might just 
cover a girl's breasts. But, quite 
naturally, it invariably rode up 
(especially if the breasts were of the 
size of Caroľs) so that the lower half of 
them were nakedly exposed. How 
sweet she looked, thought Eric, as she 
stood there looking rather apprehen- 
sive. Didn't appear to be a bad girl at 
all. However, from his experience, 
some of the toughest of them gave 
the surface impression that butter 
wouldn't melt in their mouth. 

There was a round, brass pip on 
each shoulder and a whistle on a cord 
hung from Caroľs neck, swinging 
gently between those rounded orbs. A 
very tight pair of white shorts, white 
ankle socks and a pair of black buckle 
shoes completed her outfit. Simple but 
satisfying...to an observer such as Eric, 
that is. The girl, he was well aware, 
would be very glad to don something 
less revealing as soon as possible. 

Eric smiled as he watched Carol 
start doing some practice signals with 
the small, white Semaphore flags she 
had brought with her. Her lips moved 
as she mouthed the letter she was 
signalling. Those breasts bounced 
deliciously with her movements. 
Semaphoring wasn't at all simple; not 
something that could be learnt 
guickly. However, in an RTC, a 
Conscript had to make every effort to 
get it all right as soon as possible. Most 
did not get it right in the time they 
spent there. Doubtless that was why it 
was one of Eric’s favourite pieces of 
training! 

The girl jumped as he came into 
the attic suddenly. “Attention!” he 
bawled. Carol leapt to the attention 
position, heels together, hands at her 
sides, flags trailing down. As usual, 
Eric made an inspection, walking 
slowly round and round the tense 
young figure. He could find no fault. 
Especially not when he was inspecting 
from the front. It was all he could do to 
resist giving those two big, white 
apples a squeeze. Bad for discipline 
that. Of course, one could take more 
liberties on the last day of a 
Conscript's stay. It didn’t matter so 
much then. 

“Made any improvement, Cadet 
Burgess?” he asked. 

“I...I think so...S-Sir. But it is very 
difficult.” 

"Mayb., I hope for your sake you 
have improved.” He sawed the cane 
ue had brought with him gently across 
the white clad bottom. The fulsome 
buttocks were bursting out of the tight 
white material. She shuddered at the 
feel of the supple willow. well aware 
what was in store for her if improve 
ment had not been made. “Well, let's 
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make a start. We'll have those shorts 
down first, I think." He saw the cheeks 
colour and the lower lip bitten. 
Another piece of sheer humiliation. 
“Make the letter “N”.” 

Carol moved her arms so that they 
were away from her sides, each 
pointing down at the same angle. That 
made it easier for Eric to push down 
her shorts. 

“Oh!” gasped Carol as the shorts 
settled halfway down her thighs. 

“OQ”, smiled Eric. “Make it, Cadet 
Burgess.” The flags swung to one side. 
Incorrectly. “Wrong,” he announced. 
“The right hand flag should be above 
the left-hand horizontal one. Not 
below it.” He hung up the cane on a 
hook and gave the girl’s bottom a 
stinging slap. Best to start like that. He 
reckoned this was going to be a long 
session. 

“Ow!” gasped Carol. 

“Make ‘O’ and then ‘W’,” ordered 
Eric. It was rather amusing to have her 
signalling her own painful emotions 
both vocally and then Semaphorically! 
This time she got it right. There was a 
bright red splodge on that lush young 
behind. “T”, continued Eric. This 
involved raising both flags high and 
both breasts were fully exposed. “P”, 
said Eric, grinning inwardly. Carol got 
it right again. “T”. Again it was 
correct. “S, he concluded. Did the 
girl realise what she had just spelt out, 
he wondered, or was she concentrating 
so hard on each letter, it had meant 
nothing.? 

“There is some improvement, 
Cadet Burgess,” he said, “but you are 
still very slow.” 

“L..Pm sorry, sir...Pm trying so 
hard...” 

“Glad to hear it. But things have 
simply got to be speeded up.” Eric 
positioned himself so that he could 
smack that inviting bottom without let 
or hindrance, bending down slightly, 
clasping a warm, bare flank. He felt her 
flinch at that. “Now, Cadet Burgess, 
make the following signal, at speed: A 
SMACKED BOTTOM TEACHES..." 

“Oh Sir..thaťs so long..." 

“Get on with it!” 

Carol began to move the flags up 
and down and from side to side. 
Obviously she was in a bit of a panic- 
„and every time Eric spotted a 
mistake, his palm came whacking 
down on to resilient flesh. Perhaps not 
surprisingly, this seemed to have the 
effect of producing even more errors. 
She must have received a dozen hard 
wallops. “P...please...sir...oh plea- 
se...sir I trying!” 

“You're very trying,” said Eric, 
admiring the glowing flesh before him. 
*Now make: BUT A CANE 
TEACHES BETTER.” 

*Oh, Sir...” The flags began to wave 
again but at least 50% of them waved 
incorrectly. However, Eric had 
ceased smacking; he took down the 
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cane and flexed it. 

“That,” stated Eric, “was disgra- 
ceful. You seem to have made no 
effort at all.” 

“I have, oh I have, sir!” Carol was 
eying the flexing cane with dismay. 

“Don't bandy words with me, 
Cadet Burgess. Just bend over. Pm 
going to give you a dozen. Let's see if 
that stimulates your brain cells.” 
That's already three more than Pl! be 
able to give under the new regulations, 
he reflected unhappily. 

*Please...sir..please...I really have 
tried!” 

“Just bend over, Cadet Burgess. 
Unless you want to make matters far 
worse for yourself. You realise I have 
complete jurisdiction over you in this 
place?” 

“Oh...yes...yes, Sir. I’m sorry, sir...” 
He watched the girl bend, bottom 


jutting out, those little flags now 


resting on her shoulders. 

“A dozen,” repeated Eric, “and, if 
there's a lot of fuss and nonsense, PII 
make it more. You’re not a new 
Conscript. In my book, you're a 
hardened trouble-maker who likes to 
defy authority.” 

*No...no...not...really, Sir!” That 
bottom was flinching apprehensively. 

“Don't lie to me. And that backside 
of yours will already have had plenty of 
this kind of treatment. It will get plenty 
more, until you reform your ways!” 
Eric measured the reddened flesh. Up 
went the rod, then down it whistled. It 
bit hard into the softness. She jerked 
up, gasping. Ihe little lags waved 
merrily for a few moments and were 
then dropped. “Bend over again.” 

Carol bent, most reluctantly, 
bottom twisting to one side. “Oh 
Sif...if only you knew how...” 

Words became gasping cries as the 
cane bita second time. For a moment, 
hands came back but were replaced 
on Carol s thighs. She was well aware 
that Naval Instructor Eric Ponsonby 
did not like interference of that nature. 
“Keep bending, Cadet Burgess,” came 
his relentless voice, “and don’t give me 
a lot of trouble.” 

Carol clenched her teeth. She 
knew...somehow...she’d got to keep 
bending. And take it. 

Four more strokes lashed down at 
measured five-second intervals. As 
each bit, Carol jerked upright, 
whinnying between clenched teeth. 
But her hands remained clenched to 
her thighs. Eric-was quite impressed. It 
was a measure of this girl’s toughness 
and experience. 

“Half way, Cadet Burgess. Do you 
think you'll make a better effort in 
future?” 

“O-oh...yes...Sir...PIl — try....really 
try!” There was no doubt of the 
sincerity in that young, high-pitched 
voice. Eric kept her waiting, seeing the 
repeated flinching and twitching of 
Carol's thrusting behind. It would 


that he enjoyed that ve: 

same time, his conscience was clear, 
He was in Government Service and 
merely doing his duty. The State had 
decreed that youth should serve the 
nation instead of running wild. 
Discipline was necessary to ensure 
that decree was carried out. He was 
simply acting as an agent of the State. 

Eric raised the cane again and 
lashed the seventh stroke across 
Caroľs taut bottom-flesh. 

“Y eeooowww....!” she was up and 
jumping but still managing to keep her 
hands away. How much she must have 
wished to press them over those 
burning weals! But no... it wasn’t 
allowed. 

“Bend over, Cadet Burgess, you are 
beginning to try my patience. Anyone 
would think you hadn't been caned 
before.” 

“O-oh...but, Sir...you do 
hard...” 

Well, that was true, reflected Eric. 
“That's because you deserve it hard, 
Cadet Burgess,” he answered. “You 
are just about one of the laziest, and 
most brainless, Conscripts I’ve ever 
had under my command. It is little 
wonder you were sent here.” This 
produced a series of heaving sobs, 
“Now bend over again...and stay 
bending over. There are five more 
strokes still to come...and I intend you 
shall truly feel each one. You'll leave 
this place reformed believe me!” 

True to his word, Eric laid on the 
five remaining strokes with almost 
maximum force and, though it was 
impossible for the girl to remain fully 
bending all the time, she got down 
again justas quickly as she could. Now, 
though she was sobbing quite 
uninhibitedly, Eric was most 
impressed by her fortitude. Not many 
girls could take, in this fashion, what 
he was handing out that evening. 

The weals were vivid, the fleshy 
nates clenched repeatedly, This, 
thought Eric with satisfaction, is a 
really sound thrashing. 

Then, at last it was all over. “You 
may stand up now, Cadet Burgess,” 
said Eric in a quite charitable tone. 
Carol stood, wincing. Yes...those long 
weals must really be stinging! Tears 
trickled down soft cheeks and she 
strove to wipe them from her eyes. 

“Pick up those flags, Cadet 
Burgess.” They were picked up. “Now 
you will relay a final message. But this 
time, you needn’t hurry over it. Just 
think out each letter and make sure 
you’ve got it right. Understood?” 

“Yes....y-yes...sir...” 

“The message reads: THANK 
YOU FOR CORRECTING ME, SIR. 
Got that?” 

“Y-Yes...sir...” 

“You may begin...and take your 
time.” Eric stood close to the sobbing 
girl, flexing the cane menacingly, as 
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she tried to gather thoughts. She 
looked at him pathetically...- 
pleadingly...as if to say, 1 know Pm 
going to make some mistakes. 

The flags moved. One held straight 
upright, the other pointing to ten 
o'clock. Correct. Breasts nicely 
exposed again, too. The flags moved 
again, One arm horizontal to the left, 
the other below it, pointing to eight 
o'clock. Again correct. Eric nodded” 
with satisfaction. 

There could be no doubt at all 
about the educational qualities of a 
cane! 

In the end, Cadet Carol Burgess 
made only two errors. Not bad out of 
26 letters. Indeed, one might say, very 
good. Generously, Eric decided that 
those two errors could go unpunished. 
He patted that soft, so-tender bottom 
encouragingly. “Well done, Cadet 
Burgess. There certainly was improve- 
ment that time. Just keep it up.” 

“PI try, sir...I really will...” 

“Pm sure you will, Cadet Burgess. 
And now you may pull up your 
shorts...and go back to your billet.” 

A few moments later, Carol 
stumbled from the room and went 
‘below’. Only two more days to go, she 
thought with some relief. But I bet that 
brute will test me again on this damn 
stupid system of signalling. Who 
signalled with flags these days? Who 
had signalled with them since the First 
World War? No one, of course. Nowa- 
days it was all done by electronics. The 
whole thing was quite, quite 
ridiculous. Typical of so much of the 
Youth Training System. Yet there was 
no avoiding it. Everyone went through 
the same mill. 

Carol sobbed with frustration as 
she went carefully down the wooden 
stairs, hands pressed to the throbbing 
weals over her poor bottom. Worst of 
all, she knew now that you couldn't 
buck the system. She’d have to 
knuckle under. all those others 
she had once so heartily despised. 
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From: PERMANENT DEPUTY 
UNDER-SECRETARY, YSS. Div., 
Home Office. 

To: MISS J CARVER, Assistant 
Chief Executive, YSS. Div., Home 
Office. 

Date: 18th April 1997 

I intend to combine a short fishing 
holiday on the River Oykel with a visit 
to the Coastguard RTC at Glenvorran. 
Though this is a small establishment I 
think it should receive my attention. 
Apart from that, it fits nicely into my 
schedule. Please do not inform Naval 
Instructor Eric Ponsonby of my 
pending arrival. I prefer to see things 
as they really are, from day to day, and 
not artificially contrived for an Official 
Inspection. 

I will fly to Edinburgh and collect a 
Ministry car there. 
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AND 
THE BAND 
PLAYED ON 


“Tve warned you before, young lady. 
As the eldest member of the Marshland 
Majorettes, you're expected to set an ex- 
ample." Christine Smith, tall, slim and 
eighteen, stood sulking in the centre of 
the small office. She had never wanted 
to join the Marshland Majorettes, but her 
parents had insisted. They had seen them 
perform at a village fair shortly after the 
Smith family had come to the area. “Just 
the thing for our Christine,” her father 
had said. “Teach her a little discipline and 
poise." 

The poise was all very well; the 
discipline was another matter, especial- 
ly when it was handed out by the troupe's 
leaders, Mr and Mrs Jackson. 

“This time, I think, the hairbrush is 
called for" said Alice Jackson. Her hus- 
band, sitting beside her, nodded. 
Christine tried to think of something else. 
It wasn't so much the music or the mar- 
ching she so disliked: it was that silly 
uniform. A frilly little skirt which afford- 
ed little modesty, showing off her 
Knickers to all and sundry, especially the 
men, who often lined the route of their 
marches. She knew they all prayed for 
a windy day. 

“Oh please, Mrs Jackson, not before 
the parade,” she asked. ‘They'll see the 
marks.’ 

Alec Jackson contemplated the girl. He 
agreed; after all, he'd designed the 
uniform. It left little to the imagination, 
especially when the taut knickers were 
filled out by a well-developed girl. Cut 
high over the hips, those knickers reveal- 
ed a remarkable amount of girlish bot- 
tom; and the more they marched, the 
more seemed to be revealed. 

‘I’m not letting you off this time, 
Christine; and you know the rule; we 
never delay the punishment. You know 
that, and so do your parents.’ She felt so 
trapped. Surely they were reasonable 
people? Surely they would understand 
how terrible it would be to march 
through the centre of the village, in front 
of neighbours and friends, with angry red 


blotches on your thighs, set off by the 
white Knickers. 

Mrs Jackson thought for a moment. 
‘Alright, I’m willing to offer a com- 
promise." Christine relaxed, just slight- 
ly. "A hairbrush tanning where it won't 
be seen, followed by a caning after the 
parade.’ Christine’s legs suddenly felt 
like jelly. A caning! She’d never been 
caned; in fact she didn’t know anyone 
who ever had been caned. It was the stuff 
of Billy Bunter and schoolgirl fiction 
from her mother’s generation. ‘Alright’ 
she whispered, “but now...?" 

The woman interrupted her question. 
“Put yourself across Mr Jackson's knee.’ 
Christine crept forward, her face burn- 
ing with the indignity of the situation. 
Why did Mr Jackson always have to hand 
out the punishment? It just wasn’t right. 
Mr Jackson had already moved away 
from the table, and was patting his right 
leg. She slipped across his lap, her long 
hair falling in front, obscuring her 
already limited view. The woman had 
picked up her handbag, and handed her 
husband a thin red lipstick. ‘My husband 
will draw the outline of your knickers on 
your skin. Then he’ll know where to app- 
ly the hairbrush.” 

Christine cringed, as she felt the man’s 
cold hard hands steady her bottom. She 
felt too the touch of the lipstick as he 
carefully and slowly drew a line, mark- 
ing out the small triangle of her tight 
knickers, a line that reached from her 
hip, down over one thigh, deep between 
her legs, and back up over the other 
thigh. She shuddered as the hands parted 
her legs so that the lipstick would reach 
deep down between them. 

She cringed again as those same hands 
started to ease her knickers slowly over 
the curves of her pert young bottom. 
*Mustn't smudge my artwork!’ joked Mr 
Jackson. 

In a few seconds, they were nestling 
snuggling around the top of her thighs, 
her bare bottom fully on view to that 
dreadful man. 

Alec Jackson had seen it all before. In 
five years of organising the Marshland 
Majorettes, he had taken down literally 
scores of tight white knickers, and 
always the experience was a new one. 
Sometimes the bottoms were plump and 
expansive, at other times, slim and pert; 
but always the operation was accom- 
panied by sighs of embarrassment, or 
protests, or even a tear ot two. He often 
enjoyed guessing whether the girls were 
really blonde or brunette. With their 
knickers down he soon found out. 

The girl before him, stretched out so 
helplessly across his lap was a real beau- 
ty. At eighteen she was both a naive and 
unsophisticated girl and also a very well- 
developed young woman. ‘Does your 
father ever smack your bottom?’ he ask- 
ed, tapping it lightly with the palm of his 
hand. *Y...yes, sometimes,” came the 
reply. ‘I bet he does’ thought Jackson. 

His wife handed him the evil-looking 


hairbrush with its smooth wooden back, 
slightly curved. “Tm going to apply this 
hairbrush to your bottom, young lady, 
inside the line of your knickers." Clut- 
ching it with his right hand, he bent her 
tightly over his knee, revealing the most 
tender areas. SPLAAT! Christine 
screamed, as the smooth wood impacted 
against the inner part of her left buttock. 
SPLAAT! A sting of pain shot through 
the other bottom cheek. SPLAAT! She 
kicked out involuntarily, in an attempt to 
ease the pain. SPLAAT! 

*No...no...more...please...' she 
screamed, and burst into loud sobbing. 
Jackson smiled. He'd stop when this 
naughty young lady had learn her lesson. 
She wailed and kicked and wriggled that 
poor bottom of hers. 
SPLAAT...SPLAAT! 

Finally, weeping, she was stood on her 
feet. Gently, with one hand, she tried to 
ease her knickers-up over the red blush 
of her bottom, ‘I hope that will keep you 
on your best behaviour, at least for the 
duration of the parade.’ said Mrs 
on. Christine nodded. ‘I’m 
y...I'm sorry..." she sobbed, wiping 
tears from he: 

"And as soon as the parade is over, I 
want you back in here. You"re going to 
be caned, Christine." The girl scampered 
out of the office, still tugging at her 


e lipstick marks look rather 
sexy,’ thought Alec Jackson. "But they'll 
pale into insignificance compared with 
the thin straight lines that girl will find 
across her bottom before the day is over.” 

The parade was a great success. All the 
girls marched superby. "Well-trained" 
commented Christine's parents. ‘Those 
Jacksons certainly have a way with them, 
getting them all to march with such preci- 
sion.’ Mr Smith was still enthusing about 
the display when he reached home. ‘I ex- 
pect they're all getting a pep talk now" 
he suggested to his wife, who had 
remarked that Christine was a little late 
coming home. 

Their darling daughter, at that mo- 
ment. was lying flat on her back, on top 
of the Jacksons" long smooth desk. Her 
long slim legs were being held back by 
Mrs Jackson's firm hands. Her little 
white knickers were lying on the floor, 
and Mr Jackson was applying a long ben- 
dy cane to Christine's round bare 
bottom. 


FANTASY FODDER 


ear Sirs, 

I have noticed a tendency in 
your magazines, in particular 
Uniform Girls, to single out nurses 
as potential victims of corporal 
punishment. 1 think this is morally 
deplorable. Nurses in this country 
are shamefully exploited and over- 
worked as a result of spending cuts 
in the Health Service. Their pay is 
little more than pitiful and can hardly 
be said to reflect any appreciation of 
the dedication expected of them — 
yet they work on with remarkable 
goodwill. It hardly seems right that 
their unselfish efforts to relieve the 
pain and suffering of others should 
be rewarded by articles and 
photographs that invite us to delight 
in the infliction of pain and suffer- 
ing on nurses. 


However, they make very effective 
wanking fodder, so, morally 
deplorable as it is, I hope you will 
continue to exploit them and en- 
courage us to use nurses as targets 
for our fantasies. 


Can I make a submission to your By 
Reguest feature? Can we have a 
nurse in blue-striped uniform and 
cap, all the accessories (scissors, 
belt, nurses"s watch ete), without 
stockings and suspenders, being 
made to suffer indignities? None of 
the nurses I have undressed have 
worn stockings, so as you have 
catered for the lingerie brigade in all 
your previous nursing features, can 
I have plain cotton knickers? And 
sensible shoes are of course the only 
ones appropriate. By preference I'd 
like your most heavily-bottomed 
model. 


I'd like a series of pictures in which 
it is suggested that she is deliber-- 
ately being made to look ridiculous 
by a number of men. Why not stick 
her up in a tree like the nun a while 
back? I would especially like to see 
her obliged to partake in activities 
which leave her uniform thoroughly 
messed-up. Perhaps she could be 
sent on an assault course, finally 
ending up in a muddy pool, 
bedraggled and pathetic. 1 also en- 
joyed a letter in one of your 
magazines describing a ballet dancer 
being pelted with fruit and covered 
in baked-beans. I always enjoy 
slapstick involving girls (provided 
they don’t have silly smiles on their 
faces) and I'd love to see a nurse be- 
ing splattered with messy food. 


A student of physiology 
Cambridge 


Oh, well — maybe we can do 
something for you Mr Cambridge. 
Perhaps the Uniform magazine after 
next. 


A LATE DEVELOPER 


ear Sirs, 

Your magazines are going 
from strength to strength! Con- 
gratulations on the larger, improv- 
ed, Uniform Girls. I presume that 
the thinner magazines are going to 
be phased out now, and personally 
I welcome that as I couldn’t keep up 
with the frequency of publication of 
your four mags — neither could my 
bank balance — and I had to miss a 
lot of goodies. Now I should be able 
to buy every issue. 


I was late to cotton on to Uniform 
Girls as I had assumed from the title 
that it was to be a fetish magazine. 
What a pleasant surprise to find it 
full of punishment and humiliation 
for girls! You do such a professional 
job on them by comparison with 
other magazines, and may I thank 
you on behalf of your countless 
delighted readers for the attention 
you pay to our requests. We asked 
for more humiliation and you’ve not 
let us down. I can remember a few 
years ago a rival magazine address- 
ing itself to the question of humilia- 
tion in the following terms: “We do 
not believe that humiliation should 
form part of any punishment for 
girls. The effects of a spanking or 
caning soon fade and are forgotten, 
whereas humiliation can often lead 
to considerable resentment!" And 
this was a statement of editorial 
policy! Never mind what it does to 
the girls, the right treatment produc- 
ed a rock-hard erection in seconds 
and you can't argue with a stiff cock. 
Indeed, is there any more sensual 
pleasure than that of carefully 
crushing the self-confidence of a 
self-opinionated young women? 


I think you could almost claim to 
have started a whole new genre of 
magazines in response to our re- 
guests, for you have gone beyond 
mere spanking to explore the 
countless ways in which vulnerable 
girls can be exploited and made to 
suffer for our sexual entertainment. 
A letter some time ago proposed the 
idea of a reluctant performer and 
went on to describe a delicious scene 


in which a ballet student was forced 
to dance in front of an abusive male 
audience. You responded with the 
wonderful “Reluctant Majorette" in 
Uniform Girls — a breathtaking 
piece of fiction with some egually 
enticing photographs. I loved the in- 
sistance by Bab"s guardian that she 
should keep a forced smile on her 
face while going through her 
routines, even though she was cry- 
ing her eyes out. I do regret that this 
didn't come out in the pictures. 
However, full marks for the final 
photographic sequence where Babs 
is made to perform on that grimy, 
sordid lavatory! Why not make her 
use the lavatory brush as a baton? 


Another photo sequence I enjoyed 
was of the big-breasted girl being 
ducked in her bath. The idea of the 
story was good, but it is a pity that 
it had such a soft ending. Let's have 
more stories in which girls" phobias 
are exploited. I thought the pictures 
at the end when she was very 
bedraggled were smashing. 


Td also like to say how much the 
series ‘Actually Spanked’ was ap- 
preciated. Good of you to publish a 
full-page facial portrait of Debbie in 
the last sequence. The policy you 
should be adopting in my opinion is 
to guarantee anonymity to the ad- 
vocates and perpetrators of CP, 
while giving the maximum publici- 
ty to the victims. I’m pleased to say 
that this seems to be your approach. 


More than one correspondent has 
asked for readers to send in photos 
of girls for you to publish — I do 
hope they will. One thing I would 
like you to do would be to send your 
most convincing models out into the 
street. Youve done some al fresco 
work, but so far nothing with the 
public looking on. The girls could be 
encouraged to bend over to tie laces 
in a crowded street, while you catch 
the expressions of the men eying 
them up and the middle-aged har- 
ridans looking on with disapproval. 
Have them climb a wall with lots of 
knicker-showing to all and sundry:- 
how about a very subdued girl car- 
rying a paper-wrapped cane along 
Oxford Street while some grim- 
visaged gentleman walks sternly 
behind her. 


And may I request a little more racial 
variety, especially West Indian and 
Asian girls - both ethnic groups can 
be seen sporting remarkable bottoms 
beneath their skirts in our cities. I 


long to see them unveiled. 


Lastly, my choice of a celebrity for 
punishment. It would be the 1984 
“Young Musician of the Year” Em- 
ma someone-or-other. 19 year old 
Emma would be told that she is to 
give a recital in front of an invited 
audience. I would greet her at the 
hall before the concert and show her 
to her dressing room. After much 
careful preening she would emerge 
in a long, elegant, purple velvet 
dress. Just before the recital is due 
to start I tell her that there are a cou- 
ple of gentlemen who wish to have 
a word with her. They draw her 
aside, and although I can't hear their 
conversation I know that basically 
they will be telling Emma that if she 
does what she is told it may be 
unpleasant for her — but if she 
refuses it will be even worse. 


Eventually a very shaken Emma 
comes back to the stage entrance. It’s 
time for the fun to begin. The cur- 
tains open and I literally push the 
trembling girl onto the stage. Her ac- 
companist shakes her hand and the 
applause gives way to an expectant 
hush. 


The introduction is sounded and Em- 
ma begins to play — though her 
breath control in particular leaves 
much to be desired as she is so ner- 
vous. However, nothing happens un- 
til the difficult first movement is 
over. 


Then a voice is heard hissing from 
the wings. Emma shakes her head in 
disbelief, then reluctantly puts down 
her clarinet and reaches both hands 
behind her neck. Applause breaks 
out as Emma removes her beautiful 
gown. It lies in a purple pool beside 
her as, no longer the elegant lady, 
she picks up the clarinet and nods to 
the accompanist to resume. In plain 
Marks and Spencer bra and pants she 
plays the next movement. 


The male audience is now restless, 
but they are rewarded at the next 
break when, in response to off-stage 
commands, Emma unclips the bra 
and slips it off, to lie on top of the 
dress. Her tits are not over-large, but 
young and perky. She covers them 
with a forearm until she has retriev- 
ed her clarinet, then the concert con- 
tinues with Emma adopting a rather 
cramped posture intended to hide her 
nipples. 


However, after a tew bars the pianist 
stops and Emma again glances into 
the wings. “No, no” she whines, 
walking towards her tormentors in 
an appeal for mercy. She is soon 
driven back. Yes, the pants are com- 


ing down, and there is a bushy tangle 
which really gets the music lovers 
going. Emma is now weeping and 
her playing is appalling, breaking 
down in splutters as she tries to con- 
tinue. All eyes are on her pubic hair. 
Once again the pianist stops playing 
and this time drags his stool into the 
centre of the stage. Emma is com- 
manded to kneel on it. This she does, 
facing the audience with a forearm 
across her breasts and the other hand 
fanned to cover her pussy. However, 
she is told to turn around and face 
the rear of the stage. 


Slowly, tearfully, she complies and 
a hand sneaking back to hide her 
bottom-crack is slapped away. Em- 
ma's chubby bare bottom is greeted 
enthusiastically by the audience, but 
an even bigger cheer goes up when 
the accompanist produces a birch 
which has been soaking in a bucket 
of brine behind the piano. 


At the sight of this Emma tries to 
escape, but she is immediately 
restrained and held over the stool 
while the pianist birches her. 
Screams echo round the hall in 
counterpoint with the swish of the 
rod and the SWACK of the twigs 
against pneumatic girl-flesh. The 
audience watches entranced as the 
tender young bottom goes from 
white to red, flecked with purple 
“Ticks" left by the birch-buds. 


When Emma has been thoroughly 
birched, her accompanist produces 
a pot of vaseline from his pocket. 
Emma squeals gaspingly as it is 
rubbed into her throbbing bottom, 
then a dab is rubbed into each 
blushing nipple. 


The final humiliation for Emma is 
when she is required to complete her 
recital naked, with burning, scalding 
tears running down her face, while 
she steadily rotates to give the au- 
dience good views of her tits and 
pussy and flaming bottom. When she 
takes her bows it is to the rear of the 
stage so the crowd can jeer at her 
throbbing bare bum! 


Yours faithfully, 
P.R. (Huntingdon) 


Thank you for this most interesting 
letter, P.R., and thank you too for 
those other, equally interesting 
paragraphs which discretion obliges 
us to leave out. 


POLLSTER’S DELIGHT 


Questionnaire’ in Whispers 4. I felt 
Thad to write to thank your wonder- 
ful readers for their magnificent 
response. Indeed, I’m truly sorry 
that I wasn’t able to reply earlier, but 
I have unfortunately been in a 
“Blushes free zone" for the past few 
months. 


I'm delighted and encouraged to see 
so many of your readers taking such 
a tough line with girls. Several 
readers asked me to describe my 
own ideas more fully, and I feel it 
is the least I can do. In response to 
Question 1, I can hardly better 
earlier correspondents, thought I 
would like to make a special plea for 
severity regarding improper dress in 
a public place. It is regrettable that 
we have no effective laws against 
this sort of crime — anyone who has 
wandered through central London on 
a hot day knows how girls like to 
flaunt their bodies these days. They 
wouldn't get away with it in some 
African countries, I can assure you. 
Where there is a strong Muslim 
heritage there are often strict regula- 
tions regarding female dress. Fur- 
thermore, when there is a military 
takeover, as periodically occurs in 
parts of West Africa, the soldiers 
often take it into their own hands to 
beat girls whose skirts are thought 
to be too short — even thought there 
are no laws as such on the matter! 
Good for them, I say. 


Question 2: The use of corporal 
punishment should be restricted to 
males; college principals, for exam- 
ple, laying down limits from which 
they themselves are exempt. Thus, 
providing they do not exceed the 
maximum number of strokes on one 
girl by one responsible man in one 
day, the Lecturers can whack away 
to their hearts’ content without fear 
of disapproval. 


Question 3: “Appropriate" punish- 
ment for all these offences would de- 
pend largely on my feelings towards 
the girl concerned. If she was very 
good looking, or a girl I'd been 
itching to get my hands on for some 
time, she could well find herself 
being awarded a dozen with the cane 
on her bare bottom for dropping a 
pencil or yawning. 


Question 4: As the above will make 
clear, I am far more interested in her 
physical attributes than the nature of 
the offence. Ideally a girl should be 
made to accept the authority of the 
male establishment regardless of 
whether her treatment tallies with 
her own ideas of ‘fairness’. Other’s 
objections to corporal punishment 
should be ignored — they are wrong 
in their opinions and we are right. 
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By all means whip a girl if she 
deserves it! 


Question 5: There is an appropriate 
punishment for every part of a girl's 
body, though the bottom and thighs 
will always be favourite. As many 
readers have pointed out, there is a 
whole world of ways in which to 
deal with big breasts. I was also 
much amused by a report in one of 
your earlier issues about a reform 
school where laxatives were given as 
a punishment. In general, I'd suggest 
hands, bottom (bare if desired) and 
thighs for punishment, although cir- 
cumstances could alter this. 


Question 6: Corporal punishment 
should be the normal punishment for 
all offences committed by girls. 


Question 7: Punishments should be 
recorded and the records made 
available to the public. Libraries 
should carry records of every 
punishment carried out on a girl, 
with a facial photograph alongside 
details of the punishment and her 
reaction to it. Some might like to go 
further and photograph the girl’s bot- 
tom before and after punishment. 
Local papers should carry the names 
of all girls punished each week. 


Question 8: a) Colleges etc should 
be issued with canes and tawses. 
Principals would have in addition 
birches. b) Penal institutions could 
use whichever implements they 
wished — indeed, there should be 
constant research into developing 
more efficient devices for punishing 
girls in prison. c) Private citizens in 
charge of girls who are old enough 
would be able to buy straps, canes 
and paddles on the open market. d) 
The police would have canes and 
birches waiting for female offenders 
at every police station. 


Question 9: Humiliation is a very 
desirable part of the discipline of 
girls! Indeed while present condi- 
tions prevail and those responsible 
are prevented from giving adequate- 
ly painful punishments it must be the 
only way they can really get through 
to the girls. Humiliation can make 
the difference between a temporari- 
ly painful bottom and a searing 
trauma of truly reformatory effec- 
tivenss! I must thank K.V. Rooberts 
for his tale of eighteen year old Ruth 
whose tawsing was taped and played 
back to visitors while she was in the 
room. I do so agree with Roger S of 
Hounslow that girls’ demands for 
privacy should be ignored. It is a 
very good idea to discuss their 
bodies while others are present and 
guests should'be encouraged to find 
fault. 


Question 10: I was initially disap- 
pointed by the response to this ques- 
tion; the idea was to encourage your 
readers to focus their malicious 
minds on genuine unsuspecting 
young ladies of their acquaintance. 
We all dream of beating the bottoms 
of girls we meet in daily life (some 
of the little madams I have to work 
with would be prime candidates for 
a good caning), and it amused me to 
think of your readers setting down 
on paper exactly what they would 
like to do to them given unrestricted 
access. Now I’ve been rewarded by 
two splendid letters, one from J.S. 
in Blushes 22 setting out in minute 
detail how he would go about reduc- 
ing ‘Miranda’ to a state of abject 
misery by denying her everything 
she most enjoys, and a second letter 
from P.A. of West London accom- 
panied by photographs of his big- 
bottomed “Jennifer”, I would have 
liked fuller detail from P.A. about 
how he would deal with her, but he 
has actually bettered my original 
idea by suggesting that readers send 
in pictures of their adoptees. Then 
we can not only drool over the 
original fantasy, but use the girl for 
our own purposes! Imagine submit- 
ting a photo of your young secretary 
and being able a month later to read 
a clutch of caning fantasies about her 
from the Blushes readers! Like P.A., 
I would ask J.S. to let us see his 
Miranda if possible. As for Jennifer, 
with a bum like that she would hard- 
ly know where she was if I had 
charge of her! My God, what 
wouldn't I give to spend an evening 
laying into those luscious cheeks 
with three feet of quality rattan! 1 
will send you a report on my own 
adoptee in the near future, but I am 
at present trying to get hold of a 
photograph. 


Question 11: Confidential advice on 
contraceptives should not be 
available to women under 30. At any 
age up to that they would have to be 
accompanied by a male over 21 who 
would have the right to decide what 
method was best for them. This 
should stop girls from fooling 
around with callow youths. 


Question12: I totally agree with 
Roger S that a combination of tight 
and uncomfortable gym pants, with 
humiliatingly brief and ‘pretty’ par- 
ty dresses for special occasions, is 
absolutely ideal. When not gainful- 
ly employed at some Further Educa- 
tion establishment or in a job, a girl’s 
time should be divided between 
housework, punishment, ballet or 
gymnastics and sleep. 


Question 13: Celebrities for punish- 
ment — for sprinter Heather Oakes 


a thorough beating with a thin and 
whippy school cane on her bare 
brown bottom, followed by light 
fiicks of the cane on the backs of 
her thighs. Breakfast Time 
girl Debbie Greenwood should be 
sent away to an institution in which 
stringent physical methods will be 
used to rid her of her accent. I would 
also insist that her hair be cropped 
to mere stubble. For the ghastly 
Floella Benjamin a draconian bir- 
ching in front of her keenest 
enemies. Monaco's princesses 
Caroline and Stephanie to be flogg- 
ed with a hide whip in the public 
square. Actress Lesley Dunlop for 
a session nude in a pony cart, the 
riding crop to be used liberally 
across her fat bottom. The BBC’s 
newest presenter of nature program- 
mes, Peaches Golding, to be caned 
on the thighs and bottom by two 
gentlemen while she does her best to 
read an autocue. Dynamic Tina 
Turner must also come in for some 
thigh caning in addition to lashings 
of the martinet across her rump. 
Finally, TV presenter Sue Cook for 
caning and ‘Tit Dipping’ as describ- 
ed by one of your readers. 


Finally, I must in fairness answer the 
specific questions put to me by 
Roger S of Hounslow. Masturbation 
should not be allowed in single or 
married girls of any age. It is pro- 
bably best prevented by putting a 
girl’s hands in mittens before she 
goes to bed. Personally I like a girl 
to have pubic hair, but if it is prefer- 
red otherwise it is not her word that 
should count. Shaving can be carried 
out by any interested male party. 
Bathing should be supervised and 
anyone who cares to may watch. 


I would like to close for now — 
another letter will follow — by 
thanking you for printing my 
original Questionnaire on the same 
spread as a photo of hapless typist 
Carol's bare bottom. What a super 
bare arse, and how distressed she 
would be if she knew it had 
stimulated the marvellous letters in 
response to my questions. Now, 
gentlemen, let’s hear from you about 
your adopted girls, with photos 
wherever possible. Let me repeat 
Question 10: 

‘Choose any attractive girl of your 
acquaintance and imagine that you 
are granted custody over her without 
fear of interference from social 
workers or other do gooders. How 
would you approach the prospect of 
disciplining her?’ 


Come along, gentlemen. Harden 
your hearts. They deserve it! 


P.L. of the Questionnaire 


"The Red Belt Of St Ethelburga 


The well-oiled lock of the oak door 
of St Martha's Retreat opening 
smoothly to Father James's key. 
Opening and then closing again 
behind the monk and his young 
Postulant companion. The equally 
well-oiled bolt sliding into place. No 
interruptions were wanted while this 
beauteous young woman was at her 
devotions. Not half an hour ago Father 
James had been in here with the girl's 
visitor, one of the infrequent visits the 
nuns were allowed. And by some quirk 
of chance her knickers, removed in an 
earlier devotion, had been carelessly 
left lying on the sofa. Forthe Reverend 
Father to snatch up quick-wittediy 
before they caught the visitor s eye. 
That was the reason, or the excuse, 
that she was here a 
though it had not been her doing but 
that of the other monk, Brothe: 
Oswald. 

Not that knickers being taken off 
was in any way rare or unusual at the 
Priory of St Ethelberga. A new entrant 
learnt that on her very first day. It was 
that which gave the fresh Postulant her 
pink belt, after perhaps no more than 
an hour with the white one which she 
wore at her initiation ceremony. The 
white signifying virginity in all its 
aspects. The pink denoting that she 
was no longer a virgin in respect of the 
cane or strap 

Father James himself had been the 
first and in this very room, St Martha’s 
Retreat, a cosily furnished one- 
roomed building which had begun life 
as a Temple of Venus. In some ways 
that could still be appropriate. But 
after Father James there had quickly 
been Brother Oswald, Organist and 
Choir Master, and Brother Gregory, 
Sacristan. And Brother Bernard and 
Brother Simon...Repeating and 
repeating. Alison’s two weeks here had 
been very full. With devotions. 
Devotions with her flimsy brief white 
knickers off. Devotions which were 
conducted with such enthusiasm by 
those so dedicated monks. Father 
James had gone to close the heavy 
blue drapes at the windows. A young 
nun did not want to be observed at her 
devotions, nor indeed did the 
Reverend Father wish to be observed 
as he instructed the girl, Chastisement 
of soft and sinful female flesh. He 
smiled at the trembling girl. 

“At least, my dear, your under- 
garment is already off, we do not need 
to remove it.” Alisons’ knickers were 
still in the pocket of Father James’ 
tobe. His hand reached out to take 
hold of her full breasts through the 
thin wool material. Unbrassiered 
breasts naturally but notwithstanding 
their fullness they were high and firm. 
The nipples stiffening. Young 
women’s bodies were notably sinful. 
The lusts of the flesh ever present. 
Scourging was the answer but it 


ain: that error 


needed frequent repetition. 

“Unfasten your robe, my child.” 

Alison's hands went obediently up, 
to the shoulders of the white cassock 
where it was fastened by buttons. 
Sometimes she had to simply raise it, 
lift the skirts high, but at other times, 
as now, the order was to remove it 
entirely. Father James tended mostly 
to require this latter. 

Buttons unfastened, the white 
garment slid to the floor, Alison not 
quite nude but effectively so. Her hat 
still on and as well there were dark 
stockings and a suspender belt. Also 
wedge-heeled shoes. But that was all 
otherwise nude. Pale, almost lumi- 
nous flesh, ripe pink-nippled breasts, 
ripe flaring buttocks, a slim waist. At 
the front, at the top of the rounded 
thighs, a mossy nest of brown hair. She 
stood with her hands at her sides, pulse 
beginning to race, her black shoes 
several inches apart. One of the first 
lessons, to stand with. legs apart 
Nothing must be hidden or kept 
private in the Order of St Ethelberga 


Father James’s hand sliding over 
the firm nude breasts, then he went 
round behind. To her bottom. Here 
the pale flesh was criss-crossed with 
dark red, the marks of a very recent 
caning. Father James’s hand tested, 
causing a sharp intake of breath. It was 
no doubt still hurting. Brother 
Oswald's handiwork, delivered in the 
half hour before choir practice. 

A light slap, jiggling the full cheek. 
“Still painful, my child?” 

The quivering girl nodded. “Yes 
Father.” 

“But that is good, is it not? It is 
through pain that we gain enlighten- 
ment. Through pain the flesh is 
cleansed of its sinful urgings, if only 
fora limited period. We must welcome 
the pain, Alison. 

Father James’ hand came in 
between the young Postulant’s legs 
again. By actually encouraging the 
sinful urgings the Devil could be 
brought out from wherever he was 
lurking and then when the cane or 
strap sliced in would be caught 
unawares. 

Alison squriming her hips, and 
groaning. She couldn't help it, 
although she knew that shortly there 
would be the knifing cut of Father 
James’ cane. 

Yes...that seemed enough. He 
removed his hand and led the shaking 
girl to the side of the sofa. To lie her 
along its back with her ripe rump at the 
end, her thighs splayed. Father James’ 
eyes feasting on the spread-open sinful 
parts. Oh yes; she was ready for it now. 
“Let me hear you, my child.” 

Alison began a frantic chant, as she 
had been taught. A chanted plea for 
forgiveness from her sins, for release 
from the sins of the flesh. As the cane 
splatted down. The chants punctuated 


with desperate yelps and howls. Nuns 
were not supposed to cry out but this 
edict could be treated with latitude, 
especially with a young, inexperienced 
girl. Father James anyway found 
pleasure in the sharp screams: 
Devil crying out. 

Lhe cane continued Lo slice down 
on the writhing buttocks, the jerking 
thighs, of the near nude girl. Her hat 
had fallen off now to expose a full head 
of blonde curls as she clung desperate. 
ly to the back of the sofa. The soft 
damask fabric wetted by her tears 
against her cheek was all too familiar 
now. Father James always had her on 
Une back ol the sofa lor å uevotion 
Brother Gregory mostly favoured the 
same position, Brother Oswald more 
frequently made her lie on the low 
table on her back with her legs held 
high in the air 

Between her screams the chanted 
pleading for forgiveness still burbled 
from the slack lips but it was now a 
mere gibberish, the words unrecognis- 
able. Father James did not really mind 
that either. She was producing some 
sort of sound, a desperate gabble, as 
had been drilled into her. And he wasa 
reasonable man, perfect enunciation 
was not demanded under the circums- 
tances, What was important was the 
cane was flaying the flesh, putting its 
bright angry stripes on top of the now 
duller ones left by Brother Oswald 
And indeed marks left by other recent 
devotions. (There had been another 
earlier this same day from Brother 
Gregory). Yes the girl was doing very 

Il, a pure joy to chastise. Father 
James passed a hand over his damp 
brow. It was hot in the former Temple 
of Venus and he was exerting himself 
He was also fairly aroused. 

The Devil of course. Ever present 
Young women’s bodies were the work 
of the Great Creator but at some stage 
the Devil had got in on the act. Father 
James’ eyes as he caned were rivetted 
on the frenzied thighs and what lay 
between them. The Devil must surely 
have created that beckoning thing. 
That furry split-open peach now so 
blatantly revealed. Father James 
member was stiffly swollen under his 
robes. Stiff and eager for the girl. The 
Devil at work and at times he could not 
be thwarted. 

At times there was no alternative 
but to give him his head. Let him 
obtain lustful satisfaction and then of 
could hope for forgiveness. There 
would be understanding: the hard life 
of monks whose great desire to praise 
him led them into the perilous path of 
training young women. Where temp- 
tation was at times impossible to resist. 


He at last ceased caning. The Devil 
had been mightily scourged. The 
chants of the devastated young woman 
lying across the sofa’s back were now 
more S anything else. Yes the 


Devil had been dealt with. Unfortuna- 
g in some respe: 

as rampant 
earlier in f: 

ntinuing problem for Father J; 
and his brother monks. And when it 
got too pressing...it had to be dealt 
with. 

And as it happened Alison had now 
been here for 14 days. Fourteen days 
vith each evening. before bed. going 
like ali the other Huns iv Brother 
Simon, Brother Simon who in his little 
Dispensary could deal with any 
physical ailment, who could apply 
salve if the smart in soft female flesh 
had become too unbearable. Brother 
Simon who every night saw that each 
nun took her pill 

They were to control the Devil and 
his nocturnal urgings, Brother Simon 
said. So that all girls would get a 
perfect night’s sleep, not bothered by 
cravings of the flesh, Alison obed- 
iently took her pill with a glass of water 
though she herself had never felt any 
strong urge towards masturbation - 
although here at St Ethelberga's there 
were times when any release would be 
a blessing. But did the pill in fact 
control those urgings? There were 
certainly after dark writhings and 
moanings from other beds, Girls still 
in torment from a devotion? Or in spite 
of their pill giving themselves manual 
solace? Alison always tried to close her 
ears. But she obediently swallowed 


that little pill every night, like all the 
others, Fourteen days now 


Fourteen days was of course just 
about long enough. Father Jame: 
helping the distraught girl off of the 
sofa, feeling a heady almost 
overwhelming, hotness. As if that 
thing under his cassock, turgid and 
swollen almost beyond measure it 
seemed, knew it was 14 days and knew 
that 14 days was enough, With stilted 
steps and somewhat dry of mouth h 
went over to the cupboard. A bottle of 
white wine and two glasses. The fruit 
vi the vine, God's gift. Nuns were not 
routinely allowed to imbibe but th 
was a special occasion. Nothing less 
than a girl progressing from pink belt 
to red. 

Alison did not at this moment 
know this. She did not in fact know 
what distinguished a red belt wearer 
from one in pink. Another girl, 
Rosemary, had attained her red belt a 
week ago. Presumabl: ad passed 
some test, reached a prescribed level 
of humility or obedience or some- 
thing. Alison didn't know and of 
course it was a sin to chatter and 
gossip. 

Rosemary's change of status ha 
come after 14 days at St Ethelberga's 
Probably if you asked any red or blue 
belt nun she would say the same - but 
of course you must not gossip. 

Alison, still wanting to cry out from 
the pain in her bottom and still 


virtually nude, was greatly surprised to 
have a glass of wine put in her hand. 
She drank, half choking: she was not 
used to wine and her present state 
made it worse. Father James refilled 
the glass. She drank again, with more 
coughing. Father James was looking 
hot, animated. Alison of course still 
unclothed and with a strong urge to 
cover herself. That though was not 
right, a sinful false modesty. The wine 
was going quickly to her head 
Father James talking now. About 
sin - as usual. A nun once she had 
reached a certain stage could take a 
more active role with sin. She could 
help her instructors rid themselves of 
sin, She could help Father James 
himself. A simple and basic act and 
although in certain circumstances it 
was a very sinful act it was not if 
performed for the purpose of releasing 
sinful lust. It was then a devotion. 


The grounds of the Priory of St 
Ethelberga green and golden on this 
sunny May afternoon. Along the path 
leading from the Temple of Venus 
comes the Abbot, Father James, and a 
comely young companion. Alison, She 
is wearing now the red belt of the 
Order and in her blue eyes a look 
of...well, disbelief. The Abbot's face 
bears an expression of tranquillity. All 
fierce lusts have for the moment left 
his body. Regretfully the Devil has had 
his way but it is only a temporary thing 
and Father James has prayed for 
forgiveness 

No doubt, though, the Devil will be 
resurgent again, as he always is, No 
doubt he will be very quickly resurgent 
when the brother monks of St Ethel- 
berga see that this young girl is now a 
wearer of the red belt, Devotions for 
Alison in the next few days are likely to 
be most strenuous and virtually never 
ceasing. It is always so fora new wearer 
of the red belt. 


